9O      BRITAIN,    THE   WORLD,    THE    WAR    GOD

No wonder is the Briton of the United Kingdom a puzzle
to all the world and himself as well.

Just the same, in the years that the locusts have eaten
since the war, business as usual and a land fit for heroes,
and only now do we turn in our slumber, about to shout the
modern equivalent of "we want eightl and we won't wait".

Through all the ages has the British idea after war
been * never again', talk the old fighting men Home from
the wars never so cannily. Disband, disarm, forget! Tell
the children never again! Read in Mr. Churchill's
Marlborough how the splendid Army that brought honour
and glory and safety in one campaign is destroyed. Read
how he is sent to Flanders with the worst army England
has ever hurried together to fight the greatest Marshals.
Read how we struggled into the Crimea after forty years of
peace, lessons and warnings deliberately neglected. In 1914 .
Lord Roberts was flouted, till all England became a camp.

It is a curious mentality. In these days of the Air,
such waters of Lethe bring not a bitter, costly struggle
to breathe, with a final triumphant ending, but the blind
death, biting vainly at the hoofs or rather bombs that
are beating in your face. And all because the tripe merchants
are allowed to lead as the captains depart.

It has already been admitted, however, that our Govern-
ment after such a war were justified in going slow for
financial reasons, and as gesture in the hope of imitators.
It is also that way of ours to treat a recent enemy as a
bosom friend, and take him into the nearest pub. Lovable?
Oh yes! Lovable, magnifique!, but not necessarily either
wise or serious in the world's 'business.

THE BULLDOG GRIP

When the time comes to get down to it, it is a very
different matter.    We are going to see it through t&b

1 Battleships.